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Publiſher's PREFACE. 


HERE is no fort of Writing makes 
its Appcarance under ſo many Dit- 
ficulties, as that of the SATIRIST ; 
for as the Bulk of Mankind are inti- 
nitely more delighted with hearing, and read- 
ing the Things which ſeem to have a Caſt of 
I nature, than thoſe of the oppoſite Kind, 
ſo they too often endeavour to makedatire ra- 
ther point out the Vicious, than diſcourage the 
Vice itſelf,and form that into a Lampoon upon 
particular People, which was only intended 
for general Uſe. For this Reaſon, it is, that 
in Regard to my Author's Character, (who is 
not in this Kingdom, to juſtific himſelf) I take 
this Method of intreating my Readers (whom 
I may reaſonably ſuppoſe numerous) that they 
| A 2 will 
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The Publiſhers PREFACE. 
will not believe any Iuſinuation which may be 


made to his Diſadvantage, for I am well aſſur d 
that there is no Perſon living whoſe Character 
is levelld at in this, or the other three fol- 
lowing Satires, which I am greatly encourag d 
to publiſh. 


'Tis not unlikely but ſome may ſuggeſt, 
that this ſhort and modeſt Preface, is written 
with a deſign to make the World believe, that 
there is more in theſe Satires than really there 


is, and indeed they may very juftly ground 


this Notion, upon the common SJ7ratagems of 
Authors, and Bookſellers, eſpecially the more 
Ingenious Sort of London Town, who give 
a Turn of Confequence to ſome very extraor- 
dinary Piece, by the formality of a Preface, 
wherein they deny the Intent of abuſing a 
Very Noble Peer, or a certain Great, and Vir- 
ruous Lady; then with the Aſſiſtance of Aſte- 
ricks, Blanks, Breaks and Italian Type, it 
paſſes for a mighty Ingenious Tract, written by 
a very Noted Author, that there is mach 
Couch'd in it, but that the Writer for fear of 
diſobliging —— was prevailed on by a Cer - 
tain D — to deny the World the Pleaſurs of 
Underſtandirig him: But, no doubt, gfter 
his Death, a Key to that and ſeyeral others 
of his Lucubrations, will be ſound aàmongſt 

his 
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his. Papers, 
and the Advancement of 2 


This is very FU from my Intent, for I only 
write to' obviate any Calumnics which may 
fall upon my Author, which, Courtcous Rea- 
der, he will by no means deſerve. 


The Honourable Gentleman whoſe Name I 
intended to prefix to this Satire (which he to 
my no ſmall Diſappointment declined) up- 
on reading it, pointed out to me ſome of the 
Originals of the Characters drawn in it, and 
indeed, my Eyes were no ſooner open'd but 


I found the Paint to be fo lively, and the 


Features ſo very like, that were I not con- 


vinc d that the Perſons he ſuppos d to be aim'd 


at, were never known to our Author, not 
even by Name, I ſhould conclude with him, 
that the Pictures were taken from the Life. 
Sure it is, that he has Satiriz'd a Bad Prelate 
(and I ſuppoſe none Infallible) a Country Car- 
porationTyrant, a Cenſorious 
Scribler, a Wicked Pettifogger, an Egregious 
Miſer, &c. but tis to be hop all this may be 
done without Offence to their Oppoſites; and 
I affirm to the Publick, that whoſoever ſhall 
appropriate the Characters, to any Perſon, or 


Perſons What ſoever, ſhall be guilty of the 


Scandal, 


to the Great Benefit of the Polite, 


OldLady, a Vile 
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Scandal, offer d to ſuch Perſon, or Peper : 

and (with all Juſtice) ſhall ſuffer the Painx 't 

and Penalties thereunto annexed, — >} 
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WE AB RICTUS, to my Num- 


Wy Y bers lend thy Ear, 
ro Gratitude, and thee, they ſa- 
“ce cred arc; 

2 2 | With Gratitude 75 honeſt Heart 


ſhou'd burn, ä 
Proud to — what i it can't return, 
'Tis-\trange that wayward Man is nc'er 
content, | 
To be that, which by Nature he was meant ; 
And chuſes for a Baſis to his Fame 
That Which | is likely moſt to ſhock his Name: 
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Hence Poets, Patrons, Dedications, Praiſe, 
Hence Party-Sermons,Satires,Pamphlers,Plays, 
Hence Heads of Colleges, and Wits are ſent, 


Hence Orators in Church, and Parliament, 

Hence Raucus ſings, hence Plumbus dance 
Delights. 

Hence Hiſtrio ſpeeches, and hence Folio 
writes. | 

Forgetting, Know thyſelf, that faithful Rule, 

Or Chance, or Choice, ſnews us in Ridicule. 

Our judgments Caprice, our Concluſions Whim 

Make Feathers ſink, and teach the Rocks ro 
ſwim: 8 

'Tis Sin againſt our Reaſon to Decrec 


To appear, to be the Things, we cannot be. 


Stentor has Lungs, for which the Lawn he 
wears, - 

The Jeſt, and Lumber of the Houſe of Peers, 
By Violence, which he calls Conſcience led, 
And more renown d for ſtrength of Lungs than 

Head. 

Hear him, ye Watermen, whilſt he declaims, 

Silence, ye Fiſh · wives, Zi#9 learn like Thames, 

Furius a while ſuſpend thy pious Squawl 

And hear the more inſpired Stentor bawl : 

Ye conquer'd Barriſters his Victory own, 

Even Sonus bluſh, fo far by him outdone. 

Cou'd not kind Fate, avert the expoſing Lawn 

And made a Bellman, of this Man of Brawn, 
Or 
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2 Or could he not been taught a Plalm to raiſe, 
e, And bellow'd out of Tune the Almighty”: K 
Ws Praiſe. | 
In theſe Employments he might hit the Mark, 
Or cry'd Stray-Dogs, or been a Patiſh Clark. 
Swift's but a Dean, Delany of leſs note, 
Stentor's my Lord, why? he knows how to*#** 
le, But hiſt —— 


ile. | 4 Mitre gives a Sandtion to his Name 
BBY Bolton, Brown, Berkely only have the ſame, 
ro | Bolton, Brown, Berkely but his Honours ſhare, 1 
Deſtin'd by Heaven to y_ the Lawh they 
wear; 
. With ſolemn State, and Magifterial Frown _ 


Buforius lords it o'er a Country Town, 
' he | Treats all about him, with a Grand Neglect, 
a So humbly Proud, he'll even beg Reſpect: 
On plunder'd Ctinges, he ſupports his State, | 
Repaying ftill thoſe Cringes tothe Great, 1 
As Eaftern Baſhaws rob fot what they gave, Z 
At home a Tyrant, and at Court a Slave. 2} 
Sceptred with Birch, enthron d onOaken Stool N 
He might have King d it in a County Schbol, 


ef, | 
As Statutes now, then Lillys Rules explain, | 
And Satiated his facred Thirſt of Reign, 
So dtiven from Syratafe, as Records tell, 
From frighting Men, to Boys the Tyrant fel. | 
wn 


en, Nag has now full Forty Autumms ſeen, | 
et blovms in Winter like an Evergreen, | 
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Declaims 'gainſt Dreſs, but ever wou'd be fine, 
Damns Paint, even when ſhe bluſhes with 
ee 
In private Slanders, and in publick Prays, 
Can ſlcep at Sermons, but will wake at Plays, 
Hate's Cenſure, thanks good Heaven for her 
good Name, 
And kindly talks away her N cad s Fame- 
Beware Retort, the Balilisk is ſlain 
By Venom, he deſign d another's Bane, 
Did Folio know himſelf, doſt think he'd write, 
Folio the Epic, Lyrick, Paſtoral Wight, 
Whoſe ſterile Fertilty of Brain gives Birth 
To Monſters every Day like Africk's Earth. 
Now view him clambring at an Epic Flight, 
Now rumbling down the ſtcepPindaric Height, 
Now he's facetious, mark him in his Style, 
Grinning like Milton Death a gaſtly Smile, 
Now the Arcadian trips the azure Plain, 
Neptune's, and Sea Nymphs furniſh out the 
. 
Now he Tranſlates, how punQual, and how 
full, 
Sublimely low, Elaborately dull. 
Ah, be advis d, lay by the Scribling Trade, 
Disband your Muſe, believe me ſhe's a Jade, 
To Nouns, and Concords turn thy ſolid Head, 
Nor change for frothy Fame ſubſtantial Bread. 
To Dunbin give the Muſe, and Lyrick Part, 
He's what by Nature you can't be by Art, 
| Ceaſe 
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(11) 
Ceaſe to Remark,have Prudence in yourHhate,. 
Dunkin can flea, remember Marſjas's Fate: 
Or, will you write, be Pindar great in Song 
To Hicks, the Tonſon, of the Lyrick Throng, 
In his Pindarics you may get Renown, 
With Firſt and Second Parts divert bree 
And make each Felon dangle to ſome Tunc- 


As we deceive ourſelves, fo we're deceiv'd, 
Our Judgments by Appearances miſled; 
From Smiles, and Indolence conclude good 

Nature, 

When fair Sincerity is counted Satire. 

Thy Eyes, Fabricius, thro' a Veil leſs chin, 

Can ſee the Villian lurking in a Grin, . 

And Spite of all his Indolence, and Eaſe, 

His Bow, his Shrug, his thouſand/ Arts to pleafe, 

Can ſpy the Rake, rhe Unſincere, or Brute, 

Maugre his ſmooth Addreſs, and well trim'd | 
ſuit, 

And find out latent Worth, tho ill expreſs'd, 

In Truth uncourtly, and but plainly dreſsd. 


Aradelio is the Darling of the Fair, 
Who ne er was rude enough to be ſincere; 
Let who's will talk the dear, dull Thing's Intent 
Tofind the Joke out that was never meant, 

If Moria Smiles, he laughs as if he'd ſplit, 
And cry's out, Madam, 6 you've ſa bruch 
Wit ; 


B 2 Takes 


1 * 12 ) 
Takes Snuff, .then gently loles into bis Chair . 
And ſpeaks the reſt, with an approving Leer. 


So tick] d with a Stone the Horſepond plays 


And with large Wrinkles overſpreads its face, 


Wide, and more wide the leſſning Lines appear, 
80 the loud Horſe- laugh dimples to a Sneex. 
Shall you, or I unxeil him? he's our Leayo 
Jo be the Joy of thoſe he can deceive, 

For at his Merit ſurely they repine, 

Who call his 5er or Dulneſs, or Debape: | | 


| A Credit t to the long Robe wou d you Nein, 
Mathg's your Man, the Lawyer, and the Saint, 
'Twixt Prayer, and Pleading, he divides his Days, 
The World can witneſs that hePleads and Prays, 
So publick he profeſſes to do Right, 
*T were Sacrilege to call him Hippoctite, 
When Cinnas Orpdanevicep, who'll log they 
draw 
Their Ruin from his n and "ap ? 
Ragged /ippe/iins, the Quondam Beau, 
Deſtroy/d himſelf; Matho was not his Fae, 
Good - natur d Mat ho only gave his Aid 
To change his ditty Acres. to Brocade; 
The conſcionable Math only lent: 
At legal Gain poor Fifty- five per Cent, 
And who ſhall dare this. Inference to dtam,. 
Higpolitus was bit. twas done by Law, 
Bur Law/ makes not a Villain, for the Bar 


Can boaſt a Tork, a Wyndham, and an Eyre. 
With 
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With how much Pain does pave Frontonus 
ſtrive * 
The too Sharplighted People to deceive, 
Eternal Smiles dwell on his friendly Face 
Smooth as a Stateſman juſt put into Place 
Buttheyꝰve theStateſman's luckleſsFate and are 
Thought like his court ly true - but not ſincere. 
His Table's ſpread ſee, Sea, and Earth, and Air 
Areriff'd for his coſtly Bill of Fare, 
His Silver Pyramids with Sweetmeats bend, 
+ | Arrack, and Conſerves both the Indies lend; 
nt, | His Treat's as noble as his generousSoul 
nt, | And ſomething like a Welcome, crowns the 
ys, whole. 
JS Tis very like, but is't not wondrous hard 
| Such. Entertainments meet with no Reward; 
I His dying Fortune, groans at every Feaſt, 
cy, | And for the future, pines from what is paſt. 
| This Splendour's Oſtentation's Sacrifice 
The coſtly Food of future Calumnies, 
His luckleſs Tongue of Merit robs his Feaſt, 
And makes an Enemy in every Gueſt. 
Ah, how unlike thy Table wliere thro! thee 
Each Meal's a Lecture of Morality ; 
From thence, none unimprov'd, or griev d you 
t. ſend; 
I Eachlearns, and each deſires to be your Friend. 


Him that ſ· ecksHappineſsſure no one blames; 
If*tis abreal Happineſs he aims, 


Vith! | But 


(14 ) 
But often by its glaring Light betray'd 
Like E/op's Dog, he only graſps the Shade, 
How many Thouſands wretched may we ſeè 
By being as Happy as they wiſh'd to be. 


From Twenty Pieces riſen from a Plumb 
Harpax liv'd only-gazing on the Sum 
'Tis what he wiſh'd, he hast, he's happy? no. 
But Twenty Thouſand more wou'd make him 
ſo. | | 
Well Heaven conſents, he's Twenty Thou- 
{and more. 
Sure now he's bleſt, ſure no, he ſtill is poor, 
The Prodigal cats T wo-pence every Day, 
For other Requiſites, three more mult pay, 
Why three and two make five, Heaven! Life's 
too dear, 
Lord! what a Sum muſt this make in the Year. 
Two-pence retrench'd add Two-pence to his 
Storc, 
He's worth Ten Thouſand more, but ſtill he's 
poor; 
Stary d Nature in a Dropſy lafs him down, 
But what of. that, his Thouſands are his own. 
A charitable Doctor offers Aid, 
Pay for the Drugs, I'm ſatisfied unpaid. 
What will they Coſt ? but half a Piece he 
cry d. 
Ill die firſt, half 4 Piece! and ſo he dy'd. 
en 
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Coſmelia's darling Paſſion was a Peer, 
Coſmelia both Unfortunate, and Fair, 
Coſmelia born to make the World confeſs 
Titles cannot inſure us Happineſs. 

She ſaw my Lord, he her, ſhe caſt her Net, 

And drew the Gudgeon fought — a Coronet. 

Sure now ſhe's bleſt, her Bridal Equipage 

Like new. diſcover'd Stars, alarm'd the Age, 

Songs, Sempſtreſſes, and Gems their Forces 
joyn 

The mortal Miſs Belady'd is Divine: 

Her very Horſes in her Grandeur deal 

Be coroneted o' er from Head to Tail. 

Sure none ſo happy as this ſplendid Pair ? 

None but their Footmen — to their 

Care. 

The firſt Weck paſs'd and a them bleſt as 
Jove, 
The ſecond came, and anus ſaw but Love, 
The third Week found them happy as the laſt, 
At length the Moon, theHoney-Moon was paſt. 
The ſated Peer — oh fatal Spring of Strife, 
Found her to be — but a meer mortal Wife: 
Familiar Uſe begrim'd her Beauteous Face, 
ove was dcthron'd, and Coldneſs took its 
Place ; 
He's rude, Tears grow no Strangers to herEyes; 
as ever Grandeur bought at ſuch a Price? 
\ h had her Stars kept poor Coſmelia ſtill 

ithout a Title, gaudy wiſh'd-for Ill, 

How 


2 


5 ( 16 7 


. happy might ſhe have been in private “Life, 


Some rural Juſtice's exalted Wife, 
But all her Peace ſhe barter'd for a Word, 
The Man ſhe wedded, but ſhe loy'd my Lord. 


Then tis not Titles, Affluence, or Eaſe 
Can give us right to ſolid Happineſs, 
Nor Wealth nor Titles! Where is't to be found! 


E Happineſs then nothing but a Sound ? 


Contentment of the State that Heav 'n aflign'd, 
Contracted Wilhes, and a quiet Mind, 
A generous Soul unconſcious of Deceit, 


A Freedom from the Luſt of being great; 


© Strike out the Scheme that gives us Joy in this 
* And in a future State eternal Blils. 

Who'd ſeek this, be thy way of Life his Rule, 
Thy Life, a Satire on the Knave, and Fool; 
Let thy Example teach what I wou'd write, 
The Art of Happineſs is doing right. 

Be this thy Task whilſt unambitious I, 


Contented in my lov'd Obſcurity, 


Make all my Wiſhes to this Centre tend, 


Io know thee for my Patron, and my Friend, 


e, 


Ce; 


